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far as he knew, put all of us wise about him.
His game was to make himself scarce. His
game was to walk to Vardar, or some such
place, take the rest he needed and turn up all
bright and smiling at dusk and the bridle-
pa's!. And that, I believe, is what he did. I
never saw him again. What was so trying
was that I never saw Marya.
" To do as I then tried to do needed at
least six men—two to watch the house, two
to scour the park and a couple of connecting-
files. For two long hours I hovered between
these duties like a lost soul: then, when I
knew that Grieg must have left if he had any
hope of reaching the path before dusk, I let
the house go and started further afield. *
" For all the good I did, I might have stayed
where I was. I not only didn't find Marya,
but I finished by losing myself. Talk about a
dark night. ... It was Rowley that found
her, just as night was falling, utterly lost, of
course, and only too ready and willing to do
as he said. But as soon as he started to take
her back to the mill, he knew that in darkness
like that he could never find the way: so,
white they had time, he steered for one of the
drives. Rowley's no fool. He was afraid of
the house, but Marya had to have shelter and
he was going to put her to sleep in Grieg's car.
" When he found the car gone, he told me
he could have cried. But Marya was ready
to drop, so he chanced his luck and took her
the house. He Mend some woman-
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